
The Mijldric Of 

Prince. Come hither Francis. 

Fraticis. MyLord. 

Prince. How long haft thou to feriie, Francis? 

Francis. Forfooth fiueycares,and asmuchas to 

Poinss. Francis. 

Francis. Anone,anone fir. 

Prince. Fiuc ycaresjberlady älongleafe for thc clincking of 
Pewtcr: But Francis, darcft thou bc fo väliant, as to play the 
coward with thy Indenturc,and thew it a faite pairs ofheeles, 
and runne from it? ‘i . 

Francis. Ö Lord fir,Ile be fworne vponali Böok2s in Eng- 
land.Icould findinmy heart. 

Poines. Francis. Francis. Anone fir. 

Prince. Howold Axtthou,Francis*. 

Francis. Let me fee, about Miehaelmas next t ftialbbe :i 

Poinss. Francis. 

Francis. Anone fir,pray you ftay a littlc, my Lord. 

Prince. Nay butharkcyou/Vvaow, for theSugarthouga- 
ueftme^wasapenny wortb, waftnot? 

Francis. O Lord,t would it had been two. 

Prince. I will giue thee for it a thoufand pound, aske mee 
when thou wilt,and thou thalt haue it. 

Poines. Francis. Francis. Anone,anone. 

Prince. Anone Francis? No Francis, but to morrovv Francis: 
or Francis, on thurfeday ; or indeed Francis, when thou wilt: 
But Francis. 

Francis. My Lord. 

Prince. Wilt thou rob this Lcatherne ierkin, Chriftall but- 
ton, Not-pated, Agatring, Pukeftocking, Caddice garcer, 
Smooth tongue.Spanifli pouch.' 

Francis. Ö Lord f:r,who do you meane? 

Prince. Why theo your Brownc baftarde is your onely 
drinke: forlookc you Francis, your Whitccanuaflc doublcf 
will fulley. In jfarbary&xjx. cannot come to fo much. 

Francis. What firy Poines. Francis. 

Prince. Away you rogue,doft thou not beare them call? 

^ Heere they both call him, the Draaverfiandes amazed.not 
knoyping which way to goe„ Enter Vtntncr. 



Henry the foitrth. 

Vint VVbat, ftandft thou ftill, and hearft fuch acalhng? 
looketo theGheftes within. MyLord,old fit Iohn with halte 
adozen more.are at the doore, thall I let them in? 

Frin, Lee th-€tnaloneawhilc > & thenopen the doore: Potn&. 

Pomes. Anone,anone fir. Enter Poines. 

Prmce. Sirra, Falfialffe andthe reft of thc Theeucs, are at thc 

doore,thall we be merry ? , , , , 

poin . As merry as Crickets,niy lad : but harkc yee, what 

cunning match haue you made with this icft of thc Brawer ; 
come, what’* thcii.Tue;’ 

Princ. I amnow dfall humors,thathaue thewed themfelues 
humors, fioce the old daies of goodman Adam, to thc pupill 
ageof this prcfent .twelue a clocke at raidnight. What’s a 
clocke Francis ? 

Francis. Anone, anone fir* 

Trinc. That euer this fellow fliould haucfewcr words then 
a Parret, & yet the fonof aWoman» Hisinduftry is vp ftaires 
and do wne ftaires, his eloquence the parcell of a rcckoning. I 
am not yet of Percyu mind, thc Hotjpnr of the North, hc that kils 
me fome fixe or ftuen dezenofdVöf/at abreakfaft, watheshis 
händes,and fayes tohiswife, Fievpon thisquietlife, Iwant 
worke.O my fweet Harry ,fayes flic / how many haft thou kild 
to day ? Giue my Roanc horfe a drench(fayes he) and anfwcres, 
fome forteene, an hourc after: a trifle, a trifle. I prethee call in 
Falftaffe, Ileplay ‘Percy, and that damnde Kranne thall play 
Damc Mortimer his wife. Rino, faies thc drunlcard: cal in Ribs, 
call in Tajlow. 

Enter Falftaffe. 

Eoines. NHAcovatlacke, where haft thou beene ? 

Fal. A plague of all cowards I fay, and a vengeance fo, mar- 
ry and Amen : giue mc a cup of fack boy-, E’re llead this lifc 
long, lie foweneatherftocks, and mend them, and footethem- 
too. A plague of all cowards, Giueme a cup of facke,roguc, is 
thereno vertneextant ? 

Prin Didft thou neuer fee Titan kiftca difh ofbutfer,pittiFull 
huttåTitan that melted at thc fweetetale ofthcSunnc? ifthou 
didft, then behold that compound.. 



210 220 230 240 250 260 270 



280 


llll 


290 


300 








































































